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fur

Americs
s of thees, -

My colntry
ul Ldbarty,

gurel lnnd
"o the | wing;
whoero 1y Fathers died,
pand of e Migrim's pride,
Frot 07T mountalheside,

|t freedom ring

Jand

God to Thue,

(ar fathar
author 0f LibgrtLy,
fo Thep we sing;
Long ity our land bo bright,

Wit Froodom s ok light,
protoet ‘s By Thy might,
gront Gold our King.
p——

e the Home Flres Burning

ye wore sopmonsd from the hill-
e, L

oy WL Hed tn from the glen,

ol the Conntry found them ready

{ tho wtirring ¢ Il for moen,

¢ o tears add te thelr hardship,

g the sobillors pass along,

of githough your hoeart Is breaking

ke ¥ ' Ly ehieery song:

noru

Keep the liome fires burning,

While vour hearts are yearning,

Though your lads are far away,
They deecty of home;

Thers iyer lning

roueh the dark clound shining;

Tarn the dark cloud inside out,
Tul the boys come home

¢ thore enme n pleading,
Holp 0 Nation In distress! "
d we gave our glorious laddies;
gor made us do no leas,
ar wo enllant son of Freedom

foa tyrant’'s yoke should bhend,
And & noblo heart must anawer
o the wiered eall of “Friend "

Battle Hymn of the Republic
g ovos hive seen the glory of the
pomilng of the Lord;

e o truompling out  the viutsge

where the grapes of wyath are
.
le bath looded the fataful fighting of
i reibdle wwift sword
Hs truth s marching on

Glory, elory, Hallelujah,
(H] glory, Hallelujah,
Glary, glory, Hallelujuh

Rave w Him I the watehliros of
n hundeed elreling camps;
hutlded Him an altar in
the vvening dews and damps;
Tean rend His rightoous sentence hy
the dim and flaring Ihmps
i day I8 marching on
Chorus

They huve

Tenting Tonight
Wa are tonting tonlght on tha old
P ground,
Give us w pong to chooer
tur weiiry hoarts, o song of home
And frionds we love so dear

'
Charus

Many nre the hoarts that wro woary

bt lat,
Wiklilng for the war to coaso;
Many wre the hoarts that are looking
for the right
Towee the dawn of peace

Wa've beon tenting tonlght on the old
camp ground,

Thinking of the days gone by,
#odoved ones ot |10I]ll’\ who pave
wi the hand,

Al the tear that said good bye

—_—

There's n Lang, Long Trall

NEhts are growlng vory lonely,
Days are vary long;

' agrowing woary only
Lint'ning fdr your sonk.

Y remembrancos are thronging
Fhra’ my memory .

Tl it seems the world is full of

dranme

Jist 1o eall you back to me

Chorus

Thera's a long, long trall a-winding
Into the lund of my dreams,

Whera the nightingnles are singing
And a white moon beams;

THare's o long, long night of waiting
Untll my drdams all como true;
Tl the doy when Ui bo going down
Thut Toug, lony tranll with you,

Al night long I hear you calling,
Cilling awent and low;

feem to hear your footstaps falling,
Ev'ry whare 1 go, -

The' the road between us strotches
Muny n weary mile,

I forgot that you're not with me

yot, s

When I think T seo you smilo

Dixio's Land
L%ish 1 was in de land ob cotton.
Ol tUimew, dar am not forgotten,
Look away, look away, look away,
Dixla Land,
I Dixie land whera T was born in,
Early on one frosty mornin®,
Look away, look nway, look away,
Dixle Land,

|
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. |
Tomnto Aspibe |
Dasolve packppe of  Jifty-3el

| (e fuvor) In ons eup stenined pnd |

| hoatod tomato Jules wihlel lias Hoen |
woll  yenuoned Then nda
't'ulrl tomnto  jules
vial of Hme favos

one  eup
und the ey

Pour lnie mol
Berve with mavoonuisge dros
ning

————
: Canned Poan withy LT
Two « upn  pean, two  Lable poGns
bulter, one “EE. Hine ground ppnr,
two tubledpoons erep m, one tesspoon
nugar, one-hulf teaspoon sal To
poas add butter, suger, knlt wnd pap
Mr, add exg woll bentan, diluted witl
eream Borve ou

ons.  Borves dix

BOOH Ak g Uilok

Mintod Prunes

Bonk and cook prunes In the usual
mannet and wiendn off the Julee, g
onn pint of the jules diusolye ane
paockaga of Jiffy-Jell mint flavor). |
II-'rmr the prunes from pits, chop the
pulp and mix with the Jifry-Jull. Bu-
gar may be added (o suit the indivl
aual teste.  Harden In small molds |
unid  merve witl sweotened, orange
Mavored whipped eream

—
Rico and Tomaio Broth

Have the buteher crack the bones |
Land remove them from the shoulder,
Cover with cold water and add the
pulp taken from the stuffed toma-
toes and flve tablespoonfuln of wash-
ed rles, one small onlon, mineed fine; |
one carrot, cut In diee. Cook gently |
otie hour and weason and add  one
tablespoonful of finely mineed pars- |
oy,  Place on fee until wanted Heat
when ready o gerve,

French Mutton Stew

Take | % pounds of neck or shoul-
dog of mutton, cut In pleces, 5 cents’ |
worth of earrols and turnips, 2 un-I
ions and n sprig of parsley. Brown
y talilespoon of flour with about the |
watme quantity of butter. When hrown
edd meat, then the vegetables cut in
'rownds: put one elove In one of the
onlons, ndd pepper, salt and two vu;m'
of eold water. Coves tight wnd sim.
mer two lhours (e howr In-fun-'
orving add a few polatoes to the
Hlaw ?

Grapefroit Marmalsde

Two oranges, two lemons, two
grapefruit. Grate the rind of all the
fralt, remove white pulp, cut up the
fruit in small pleces. Put Into &
baaln, cover with elght pints of cold
water and allow to stand for 24
hours. Pour Into the preserving pan
and boll for 114 hours or until ten-
der, Pour back Into basin and let it
wtand for another 24 hours, then put
it Into the presorving pan once mors
and add 1Y% pounds of sugar Lo each
pint of julce. Lot It boadl tiIl §t jellles

about Balf an hour

*horus
Den 1 wish 1 wai in Dixie, hooray.
hooray.: .

Im Dixle Innd I'11 take my stand,

To b and die In Dixie

Away, nwny, away down south in
Dixiee |

Awny, away, away down south in
Dixie

Joan of Are

While you are sleeping,

Your France is weeping,
Wake from your dreams, Mall of
France |
Her hiart (s bleeding;

Arn vou unheeding?

Come with the flame of )mll"|

glnnee; |
Through the Gates of Heaven, with|
your sword In hand, |
Coma your leglons to tommand
|
Chorus— |
Joan of Are, Joan of Are,
Do your eéyes, from the aklves, see the |
fon?
Don't you seée the drooping Fleurde-
Ha?

Cun’t vou hoar the tears of Norman-

dy?
Joan of Are, Joan of Are, .
Coma lead your France Lo victory, |
Joun of Are; |
They are ealling you! Jonn of Are |

|

I

Alsnco s slghing,

Lorralne ls erying,

I Thelr mother, France, looks to you.

Her sons ot Verdun,

Bearing the burden,
Pray for your coming arew;

At the Gates of Henven, do they bar
vour wny?

jouls that pacced through yesterday.

|
Chorus

The Star Spangled Banner

Oh, say, ean you geo, by the dewn's

| oarly light,

What so proudly we nhalled at the
twillght's last gleaming?

| Whoge broad stripes and bright stars,

; throngh the perllous fight,

O'er the ramparts we watehed, were

| so gallently gtreaming?

| And the rockets' red glare, the bombs
bursting In air,

[ Gave proof through the night that

' our flag was still there.

| On, say, does thiat gtar-spangled ban-
ner yet wave,

O'cr the land of the free and the
home of the brave?

¥
|

|

|

|
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Smother the HUN with

LIBERTY

Pershing-
Cleared the
St. Mihiel

Salient in

27 Hours

P

& G
IT-ALL
BE!OVER

Put Columbia County

BONDS

—— and do it QUICK

E—
E——

Should Do
Our Part
in Even

Less Time

Over the Top This Week

If you haven’'t done so already, telephone you'r bank your éubscription.
Don’t wait for the solicitor—Hunt him up. The Hun is on
the Run and you must back the boys who are

running him with your dollars.

DO IT NOW!

DON’T WAIT!

Edison I. Ballagh, S. E. Lynch, H. A. Colt, St. Helens
Laundry, A. J. Peel, M. D, L. G. Ross, M. D., W. P. Fox,
L. R. Rutherford, George Potter, W. E. Lidyard, George
Wilson, J. W. Allen, James W. Hunt, E. C. Stanwood,
E. E. Quick, Dr. F. A. Lowe
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